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commodity was the only industry at the health resort.
Slaves carried in various types of "Angel's Food/'
containing oranges, limes, lemons, melons, bananas and
grapes. Meccans are great fruit-eaters. I averaged two
whole melons a day during my sojourn. Through
one window that faced the courtyard, I could see our
refreshments being cooled. At Mecca this is done in
an unusual and simple way. The sun evaporates
water from wet cloths surrounding the lemonade and
salad dishes, a practical application of a principle in
thermodynamics which causes the food to become
icy.

As at all the entertainments I attended the guests
remained very grave. In fact I do not think that I ever
saw anybody heartily laughing while I lived in the Holy
Town,

Once, as I lay in the dark under my mosquito net
upon the roof of the Shereefah's house, I suddenly heard
a dull commotion through the distant night.   For some
minutes I drowsed, but presently I became conscious
that a great crowd was approaching, and that the people
were  chanting  from the  Koran.    Louder and more
sonorous grew the din, amid which I at times distinguished
religious phrases.   All this sounded queer, so I jumped
out and ran to the parapet, through whose perforated
bricks I could easily see the nearby roofs and then the
roadway.   A yellow, uncertain glare rose and fell between
the house walls.    It came from many dozen smoky,
smelly torches carried by young men whose smooth faces
and Meccan turbans reflected the glow.